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felt guilty, yes! I was remorseful at times, but when
in her dear arms I felt fully justified for all that
happened. Her sex nature was pent up too, for
I was later to learn that my uncle was not strong
sexually. I do not know how I got through meet'
ing uncle. I have only a hazy remembrance of all
that was said and done. My uncle had an eye like
a hawk and could look one through. However,
he said nothing. And during the few months that
elapsed before I left for college, we kept up our
clandestine love affair. This was easy, as my uncle
was away from home a good deal.

I was only a month in college when she wrote to
tell me that she was in the family way. My uncle,
she said, was delighted. And then the Christmas
homecoming! I cannot tell you how I got through
all that. Then the next summer when I was home
a little boy was born, my boy, I was absolutely
certain. It was ten days old before I could get to
see it, as the baby was born in a hospital. And
when I saw the mother for the first time after the
baby was bom, fortunately no one was near. We
had a long and sweet embrace. And the years went
by, and the opportunities were made the most
of, and in my closing year of college a little girl
came.
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